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Dhen Myles Maguire Imlttd..

A Story of the St. Patrick’s Day Parade.

BY SEUMAS MACMANUS (“MAC.”)
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(Copyright, 1%9, by S. 8. McClure Co.) Unckle ont you please too send me it
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Myles Maguire’s dark countenance
had always a stern look upon it, but
when he reached (O'Rourke’s letter his
look grew a great deal blacker and
sterner.

He reag it again, aloud for the bene-
fit of little old Johnnie Gavigan, his
clerk, and his tone was cuttingly sar-

castic:
*“ “‘Dear Mr. Maguire:

“Next Thursday, you will remember,
is Patrick’s day. The men are pressing
me for a holigay, or at least 2 half-
holiday. Two-thirds of them belong to
societies that take part in the proces-
sion—and some of the men are expect-
ed to be there officially. I would like
to give them their wish. Won't you

and its youll be the prowd man when
I'm the parish priest of New York some
day pleese God. My father he cant give
e my pasage muney for you know he
has a hard strugsil and the Spotly cow
the one we’ called the Master bekase
she had a prowd walk withiher just like
Master Rainey she got elighot on the
hill 2 month agoo and died and we have
only Horny left.
always say when I was wee that she
would ke to see her wee Donoch a
priest, but she stopt tocking of it now
this many years. She doezn’t kno I am
writing to you for my pasage or she
wouldint let me, for I asked her to let
me write to you for the lone of some
muney to buy another cow and to buy
her a dress and she got very angry with
me and then bust into crying, and she

My mother she ust

fhenmarktothanexlmrhobﬂlﬂ-

| —d—d nonsense, and there’s people as

ed. And when 2t the sharp tum on
Fourteenth street the conductor sang
out, “Hold fast!” after Mr. Maguire
had only just saved himself from be-
ing thrown off the car, Mr. re
feit he weuld like to kick that conduc-
tor. A poor workingman, with his lit-
tle bunch in his hand, coming on the
car, here raised his
rock—whereat Mr. ‘Maguire muttered
something impolite, and fumed inward-
Iy as if a persomal insult had been
flungyin his face. “And maybe,” he add-
ed t@& himself, “that poor focl hasn’t
the second quarter to rub again the
first.” A few blocks farther, an old
woman, who had been helped on by a
policeman, fixing her eyves on the sham-
reck, mutered 2 prayer in Gaelic. The
conductor plucked from his hat a sprig
of the shamrock (though it cost him
a pang) and presented it to the old wo-
man, who kissed it passicnately. Mr.
Maguire, disdaining even to convey an
order to the conductor, himself pulled
the ¢ord and bounced from the car at
the next corner. *“D—n yez all!” he
said. “T'll walk it.” He did walk it
But the reverence of that poor work-
ingman and the passionate love of that
old woman for a bit of green weed
preyed upon his mind—preyed upon it.
“Here am I, Myles Maguire, contrac-
tor and builder, and rich man, without
either time or inclination for this—this

please approve? We have progressed
s0 well with the building since the be-
ginning of February that we can easily
affor@ it—there is now no doubt but
that we will have it finished easily be-
fore the expiration of the contract time.
Please reply at once, saying that I have
your approval. Faithfully,
“PATRICK ALOYSIUS OROURKE
“Gavigan, Patrick Aloysius O'Rourke
is too damned impudent to have the |
nose on him to ask such a thing. And|
he thinks, too, I can’t sce through him. |

1

He's as thran a dry goods
winda undrel . means |
that we wants to sthraddle to some old
crate of a horse, the leavings of a

livery stable, and wave a square vard
of green calic longside that proces- |
sion on Pathrick’'s day.
think of such mortal impudence, Gavi- |
gafsnr Johnnie curled up within hfm-!
self. for he had been done the im-|
mortal honor of being named a marshal |
for that day; he bhad put past enough |
money to hire a horse, and he had been |
trying to muster up enough courage
to ask Mr. Maguire for the holiday.
He shrunk in his shell, and did not re-
ply.

“Write O’Rourke at once these words,
and sen’ them be a messenger, ‘I'd see
you ang the two-t 45 of the men who
are ag big fools as yourself dammed
first. 1 a going un there myself on
Thursday to see how many men will
be dismissed to the yil for staying
away from their work Have you that
down? ‘If that proce

sion of out-of
works, lazy divils, and iom-fools goes
along Twenty-third street, and if one
of your men lifts the tail of their eye
to look at them I'll be there to order
you give him his dismissal.” Let Path-
rick Aloysius O’'Rourke put that in his
pipe and smoke it.”
Johnnie Gavigan sighed deeply,
softly, as he wrote:
“371 Broadway, Tuesday Morning.
“Dear Mr. O'Rourke—Much as I
ghould wish it otherwise, I regret ex-
tremely that I canmot possibly afford
to let the men get a holiday on the oc-
casion of the coming festival which, as
Irishmen, we all honor. I sincerely
trust the good men and true who on
that day turn out to do hnoor to St.
Patrick and Ireland, will be favored
with glorious weather and that the
procession will surpass—if that be pos-
sible—those of former years in num-
beras, respectab r, order and general
|

eclat. Very sincerely,
LES MAGUIRE.” |

but

“MY1I

Mr. Maguire, contractor and buiider, |
had been knitting his brows over an-|
other letter, while Johnnie Gavigan |
was, with a clamorous pen, scratching |
the foregoing. |

“Gavigan,” said he, “the wurrl’ is
going mad.”

Johunie was not as much startied as|
might have been expected Dby this|
piece of amazing intelligence—and for |
the good reason that his master had|
been springing it on him every morning |
for the last twenty-iive years.

“Just read that.’

Johnnie took ever the documentary
evidence, first imprescions from which |
only tended to prove thag the world |
was going inky and going smoky.
Where blobs of ink did not conceal !t.'

the paper displa: that rich yellow
coating which is only to be obtained by'
careful seasoning in a cabin where a |
conaiderable quantiry
instead of goi 1t ended by the |
chimney. crawls and creeps and curls,
with loving fon -ound the house- |
hold goods, bef ng its exit by |
the deficiency at the door head. The
reminiscence that from the decument |
penetrated Johnnie's nostrils brought a |
big tear into h sye: the roar of!
Broadway died su Myles Ma- |
guire’s office melts 7, and Johnnie
a gossoon, ba ot, ragged and happy, |
was a eiostog of giraw by a turf fire|
in a litle smoky cabin on an Irish hill-
gide, and a clear-skinped, bright-faced |
woman in a linen cap was spinning and
crooning a soft song in Gaelic.- Ah—
“Gavigan, or what the divil
are ye dhrean ut? I asked ve to |

read that letter.
Johnnie started.
some difficuits
tainly imma
“Corraclamp Ur
"o

of the turf smoke |

as i

o

And he read (with
the caligraphy was cer. |

Meenadhring PO,

v of Tyrone,

June the 3, 1793,
ss—1 take up my
se few lines, hoping
as thank God it leevs us |
at present in the  best of helth except |
wee Jamsie has the hoop-and coff.
Dear Unckle Myles I go to school to
Master Rainey every day in my life and

“Dear: Unckle N
pen to write y
it will find you

he says 1 am a notcrayus scollar and
that 1 was born to bgpa priest, which I
yar . Bt of course my |

poor father he has not the muney to
spare to make a priest out of ine. Mi
chael Burns of Tullyalt that
America 10 yeers and five in Isgicil-
vainy, says it is far cheeper to be a
priest in the states. So, as every one
comes home tells how rich® Unckle
Mzles ig, I thought I would ask you to
pay my ‘passage out there and I would
gthen soone ern encugh of money to get
 priested, and I waunid say my first Mass
then for you and I would pay you back
My pasage muley very soobe. Dear‘

What do you | g

“A MOUNTED MARSHAL ORDERED EIM BACK.”

went down to the room and cried a iong

time with the dore shut. I will be 13
yeers next bonfire night, and 1 am a
able big fellow and able to work hard
in America. I send you all our loves
and my mothers love, for I kno she
would send it for she always gives out
a prair for you every knight when we
are at the Rosary, for God to guard,
guide and prosper Unckle Myles, and
keep his heart right. Write soone, and
I lay down my pen and ink and remain,

“Your affectionit nefew,

“DONOCH McATEER.

“P. S.—Please write soon.”

‘When Johnnie Gavigan lail down the
letter he inserted a knuckle under each
glass of his spectacles, and forced
something out of his blinking eyes,
though his employer glared fiercely at
m.

“Sir,"” said he, with a bold courage
that astounded Myies Maguire, “what
answer will I give? Gr, I suppose you
prefer to answer that yourself?
I get you a draft?”

A “Gavigan!” and all of poor Johnnie's
impromptu courage was

3f silence gives consent, Johnnie, in |

his still fright. might be said to have
given sacred affirmation of the state-
ment.

After a little, when Myles Maguire
saw that his clerk was properly re-
morseful, he said in calm, firm tones:
“There’s no answer, Gavigan, to that
foolish youngster's scribble. I showed

ve that letter that yve might read it/

in connection with the wan from
O’Rourke and see for yerself that the
Irish here is as great idiots g at
home, and the Irish at home a great
idiots as they are here. Here's these
poor foola of O'Rourke’s that are
wrastlin’ with the wurrl’ and strivin’
with all their might just to earn as
much as ’ill keep the life in them—
there they are wantin’ to lose half-a-
day to go processhin’ with a crowd of
dqually damned fools, thrappin them-
seives out in green ribbons, and
sqaundherin’ a couple of days’' pay
for the pleasure of throttin’ behind a
weab of green calico, throwin’ out their
chests and throwin’ up their chins, and
steppin’ on time to some oul' rantin’
air that their great-grandfathers used
to dance to. And then here's these
people in Irelan’—me own sisther, me
own sisther Ellen, no less—turnin’ a
child’s head with foolish notions about
becomin’ a priest or a praicher, when
it would be fitter (both for themselves
and him) that chey were teachin’' him
which fist to put foremost on a spade-

handle: and keepin' him at school ev- |

ery day, when it's in the ditch-sheugh
they should have him half the time. No
wonder! No wonder! Small wonder
ther poverty and hardships in Ire-
lan’, and plenty of want in Ameriky.
It's seven an' thirty years, Gavigan)

since I and me little bundle were
thrown out of the ship on American
soil. without the face of a friend to

greet me or as much as an acquaint-
ance to say, ‘There ye are, Myles Ma-
guire! and the divil send ye may pros-
per!” I was 16 bare years of age. I bent
my back and put my hands to, the day
afther 1 landed, and® for hard years
wrought the very soul of me out
through me fingers. 1 met no friends,
and I made none—what's more, T want-
ed none and wouldn't have them. I
kept myself clear of all from home:
they're never a help, always a hin-
dhrance. If they came to me wanst
they soon found their welcome wouldn't
keep warm for a second visit, and so
they wera soon shaken off.

all the time; forget Irelan’,
rick's days an’ its poverty.

And so si
poor, delicate child that then jumped

it's Pat-
I did that.

| onto a guay at the foot of New York

with his belongin’'s under his arm and
22 shillin's and sixpence ha-penny
his pocket, is now Mr. Myles Maguire,
conthractor and builder, honored an«
respected, and wan of the -
in his line in New York (:il,.
eral hundhred men in his em v and
a bank account that T'll say nothin® of
bekase I'm not a boastin’ man. Gar-

igan, there's an example for yer fool- |

ish Irish to copy afther! What do ye

| sez to that, Gavigan?”

Johnnie, as he stroked his beard. did
not reply audibly. But he was think-
ing, “I am only a poor clerk myself,
worth just $i6 a week, and *¥ith a wife
and family and a sthruggle with
wurrl' always on me hands—yet Myles
Maguire, with the big bank account
and no wan in the wurrl’ to fret about
but yerself, I would ery bittherly if I
was compelled to swap places with
you, an’ have to take over your heart

| into the bargain.”

Johnpie Gavigan was, of course, one
of the foelish Irish.

II.
“A gioryus day, this, for the proces-

sion, sir.” Myles Maguire was standing |

on the rear platform of a Broadway
car, and by way of reply to the remark
scawled severely at the conductor, who
made it, and seowled at the bunch of
shamrocks he sported in his cap, The
condnetor, quite disconcerted, whistied

up “God Save Ir

Can |

instantly |
started out of him—*“you are an ass!” |

1 “An’,

I saw that |
in Ameriky if a man wanted to go ahead |
it took him to think.of himself only |

signs on it, Myles Maguire, the |

in |

the !

poor as God made them, an’ the wurrl’
against them, and they—they—Oh, d—n
it all!” Flung out from windows were
green flags, to which the burly drivers
of two wagons raised their hats as
they passed, their eyes dancing with
some gleeful remembrance. Most of the
wagoners had stuck upon their horses’
harness little green flags, each of which
represented two schooners of lager beer
foregone. Hote! waiters, motormen,
hundreds of hurrying foot passengers,
sported some piece of ‘green—a very
few, with pardonable pride, displayed
the shamrock. The brightness of the
morning seemed, in the eyes of all these,
to blend with the brightness of heart
that shone out. And, strangely, the
very poorast seemed to sport as bright
a face as the most well-to-do.

Mr. Myles Maguire, contractor and
| builder, and rich man, could not help
seeing this, though he world like to
have shut both his eyves and his heart
‘to it all. Myles remembered how a

poor devil with whom he worked ages
ago used to excite his sarcastic laugh-
ter by declaring tnhat half an ounce of
{ happiness was worth a wagon loed of
gold. And now here were many poor
devils with naught but their bare
| hands betw:en them and starvation,
and the sun was on their faces and in
their hearts; yet here was he with his
money bags, and for twenty-five years
he had not know how to smile! Evi-
dently these people were laboring under
the delusion that meoney did mot mean
everything, and was not the aim and
| end of existence. Somewhere there was
| something radically wrong. Myles Ma-
| guire confessed to himself.

At the Victor building on Twenty-
| third street and Fourth avenue, which
| sported the sign “Myles Maguire, Con-
tractor and Builder,” the men had mo-
mentarily stopped work to shy cents
and nickels and a couple of dimes at a
dirty Italian who had been grinding a
travesty on “Patrick’s Day” out of
his hand organ, and who then, by way
of thanks gave them a representation
of a wretch dying by slow torture, from
which, by a desperate stretch of imag-
ination, they were supposed to fancy
“The Wearin’ of the Green”—and went
on. Mpyles had remained ha'? a block
away till the agony was ended, and
when he came up he found that a
hunch-backed old fellow who was at
work by the side path had stuck up a
little 10-cent Irish flag on a barrel by
his side. Myles stood looking from the
man to the flag, and from the flag back
,m the man.

“That's a gay mornin’, Misther,” the
| 0ld fellow said, going on with his work.
{ After a little Myles Maguire asked,
“How long are you from Irclan’, fren’?”

“Ah, troth, too long. Nineteen years,
| come May.”
till me,

Irelan’ now?”

| The old fellow looked up at him aide-
ways for a moment. “Isa’t it early in
{ the mornin’ ye're beginnin’ yer lark-
in'?"” he said then.

“Do ye ever expect to go back to
| Irelan’?”

“With God's help. With God’'s help.”
The old fellow sighed as he saild it. “I
| mane to die in Irelan’. T was back there
| seven years ago this gummer. If money
| was plentier it's few summers would

miss me that I wouldn’t be back. T have
| me wife an’ children there, that I've
| got to save for.”

L suppose ye send them money every
vear?

“Every year! I sthruggle to sen’
, with God's help, a trifle of money
month. When I'm in constant
Kk I. can well afford it. I earn bis
pay, $10 a week. We have two brave
| sone as ever God blese’d a father an’
mother with, and we're givin’ them a
good schoolin® and sthrivin® to make
somethin' respectable out iv them;

'e're puttin' wan iv them on for the
the other’s goin' to be a
sther. An" when I help to pay
livin® and edlcation of them

the little vpatch of lan’
woukdn't go far to keep them, let alone
edicate them—I can’t afford to go back
to oul’ Irelan’ often. Another few years
hard work an' me sons 'ill take me

do ye iver think of

for the
| both—for
h =W |

over, an’ meself{ an' the oul’ womsan
i ‘Il never know want or woe afther.”
| Myles Maguire was refiective for

! some time.
| “Are ye goin' to the parade today?”
! he said.

“Och, sweet good luek to the con-
thractor, no. Bad wind to him! An’ he's
| an- Irishman, too, they say. Hie name's
{ Irish enough. But the heart in him—it
t he's got the e at all, at all, which

I misdoubt—mut be black, Sarra
| eaize him. If a tenth of the bad pray-
| ere the men has been prayin’ on him
| these two days be heerd, I wouldn't

like to be in his boots. A niggard he is
| an’ he’ll niver be anything else.” Mr.
| Maguire was feeling slightly uncom-
| fortable. “May Saint Pathrick chalk it
{ up on the crees bar iv heaven's gates,
| to stare the villain in the face, an’
turn him away if tie has the impidence
to thravel tor'st there afther he gives
his last gasp. No, I'm not goin’; an’
that's the second time, only, that I've
missed the parade in the nizeteen
years I'm in Ameriky.
{ A mischievous Aimerican scamp

went hastily on his way down Fourth
avenue. The oid fallow was #tooped and
had his back turned. Myles Maguire,
observing the thing was ewaying be-
tween two impulcas—but the hunched
back, the gray hair, tke patient indus.
try of the poor old ecul. and a some-
thing eise which he did not recognize,
curiously appealed to him who for sev-
en and thirty years had kept his heart
free from all such weaknesses. He
started at a run after the miscreant.
The latter, doubled around into Twen-
ty-second street. But Myles Maguire
was €0 close upon hira, that he was in-
duced to drop the little flog on the path.
Myles followed a bit further, for a nov-
el feeling of righteons indignation was
upon him, and he now felt even more
eagerly deeirous of kicking this fel-
low than the be-shamrocked conduc-
tor. But the fellow was too fast for
him, and laughed back over his shoul-
der at M3 13s who then (urned and picked
up the flag. He was holding it 'n his
hand and gazing at it in an abstracted
fashion when an astounding and very
forceful hox on the ear, making bim

{it out i' me—but,

. i e —

within an ace iv &nockin’ the consait
out I me. Ha! ha! ha!”

“Within an ace iv knockin’ the con-
sait of i’ ye? But, Myles. don't ve
l?ind I did knock the comsait clean out
i’ y¢? Ye =nind how I doubled ye over
the stone gitch an’ pounded ye till ye
called ‘marcy!"

"B_ut beggin’ yer pardon, Jaimie, yer
mim'ry’s slightly at fault. You mind it
was me that doubled You over the ditch
an' ludhered yet till vou shouted
‘Marey!'

“Myles Maguire,” said Jaimie, feel-
ingl¥, “I'm ashamed " ye."

L “Long Jaimie Haraghey,” Myles said,
‘rgf).. bit I'm heartily ashamed i’ you.”

T'm very sorry, indeed, that ve force
isther Maguire, I
must say ye're a iiar.”

‘Misther Haraghey,” said Mr. Ma-
Buire, “I'm very sorry, indeed, to say
it—but, you're a notorious liar.”

“I see no other way out iv it
Mr. Haraghey, “than to go into
grove beyont an’ settle it.”

“Done!™ said Mr. Maguire.

said
the

drop the little flag from his grasp,
the street, where he just escaped be-

escape a cabby’'s lavish and whole-
hearted abuse. s

“Ho-0-0! ye ecoundhrel ye: I
thought yerself purty smart, didn
y¥e?" his old hunched-back friend was

e
t

in which he bore aff again the flag.
“Flo-0-0! ye oui’ vagabone! who'd have
thought ye had so much scoundhrel-
ism in ye? Ho-o-o! but I'd like to
bleach ye if I had the time, and “'aSD'.E
loth to dirty me hands on ye! Ho-o-o!

on the street, rubbing the side of his
head,and trying to arrange his dazed
wits,

When he got them fairly arranged
he strode back to the Victor building,
beiling with wrath. A
The old man had planted his little

work, but he saw Myles Maguire com-
ing. He straightened himself up, in-
stantly, rolled back his sleeves, fell

into fighting posture, and deﬁg‘r}dy
velled. “Come on, oul' Belzybubb!”
“Qir!” shouted Patrick Aloysius|

O Rourke, wh good luck, was now
on the ground, “what do you mean?”

“I mane to whang seven devils out of |
that oul' curmeudgeon, who's afther |
thryin’ to make a bare iv me an’ stale
me fldg intil the bargain. Only
the waf’ iv his
hthe corner h
“Hish, that's Mr. )
thractor for the Vieter.”
“1 don’t care a brass fardin if he was
Sant Pether hi = ' eonthractin’
for Purgatory wouldn't stand the
same thraitm
looked the con
eye as he pro
Myles. Magu
aven to his ow
mined to be ast«
deigned even to explain.
the thing really did happen:

“Lauk here. said the old fellow,
when he had h out. “Ye don’t
at all, be lyin’

in’ roun’
"

the con-

or defiantly in the
1ed this.

s wrath evaporated—
stonishment. Deter-
dingly generous he

over it. nted ye, an’ we are
as we stood at beginnin’. I f« r,’.?\w
ye, but miver the same thrick

1 mornin’ an’ good

again on me. (
nee ye won't help me

luck to ve, now.

with me work den’t hinder me.”
into the

As Myles Maguire sneaked
building
O'Rourke he felt that & ct sma s
which falle upon a man who has been
discovered in a very mean act.

III
When Mr. Maguire informed Mr.
O'Rourke that, on second considera-

tions, he $ d decided that the men on
the Victor building should have a half
holiday, Mr. O'Rourke was only slightly
surprised. But whén he got down to
271 Broadway, and there notifled the
patient and faithful Johnnie Gavigan
that he should have a half holiday,
Johnnie was startied.

“Gavigan, what time does that parade
start, and where from?”

“It starts,” said the bewildered, elat-
ed Johnnie, “at 2:20 from Madison
Square.”

“Hum! We¢ll, good mornin’ Gavigan,
an’ a pleasant day to yve.”

Johnnie went off in a half-dazed way.
“There's something either wrong with
me or with Misther Maguire,” Johnnie
said to himself—"an’ I'm half afeered
it’s with Misther Maguire.”

And when, three hours after, Johnnie,
in one of the few lucid intervals he had
on horseback (for the horor of riding
a horse once a year far exceeded the
pleasure in poor Johnnie's case) noticed
on the fringe of the procession Myles
Maguire decorated with a great green
sash, Johnnie only just escaped losing
altogether his normaliy elusive seat.

Yes, Myles Maguire, contractor and
builder, for the first time in his thirty-
seven years' sojourn in America, had
come to join in this procession of “out-
of-works, lazy divils
He had tried to drop casually into the
ranks at the first convenient oppor-
tunity, but a mounted marshal ordered
him “back to the divil out iv that, an’
join yer own section.” When Myles
Maguire looked at the marshal he dis-
covered in him the hunched back old
fellow, his own workman, who had that
morning generously forgiven him for a
mean trick of which he had not been
guilty.

Myles melted away backward. He
tried to impose himself upon several
succeeding sections, but with equal ill-
luck each time. At the tail of the pa-
rade, only, he found welcome—among a
band of irregulars.

The welcoming shouts and cheers
that greeted them along the route, the
handkerchiefs and the flags waved to
them from window and housetop, every
man in the long procession took per-
sonally to himself, and waxed proud
over and strutted. Before he had cov-
ered a score of blocks Myles Maguire
was the vainest man and had the most
imposing. strut of all that vast proces-
sion, and to the awkward limbed,
lengthy fellow who proceshed on his
left he proudly imparted the intelli-
gence that this was “a big day for oul
Irelan’.” The big fellow’s reply—rather
a remark to himeelf—“1 wish to the
Lord they could see us in Meenticor,”
discovered to Myles that he walked
with one from hic own parish. Both,
to their delight, soon found that they
were old comrades and school fellows.
“Myles Maguire,” said Long Jaimie
Haraghey, “l've got in me pocket here
a pint of poteen that was brewed on
the back side of Knockangher. When
we get to the pienic grounds we'll have
a jolly good slug for oul’ time's sake.”

And'in Morningside park, where they
picnicked, Myles and Long Jaimie tast-
ed the poteen and trapsported them-
selves again to Tyrone. For more than
thirty years Myles had wasted very lit-
tle thought, and certainly less speech,
upon Tyrone, yet it was surprising how
freshly and vividly old times, old
friends. old scenes crowded his mem-
ory and made his tongue glib.

“An’ the -Masther, too,” said Long
Jaimie, “ye mind the times we had with
Masther Muldoon of Pulvainey—eh,
Myles?”

. “Fahth, an’ I do,” said Myles, smiling
a reflective smile; “do ve mind the day
Micky Meehan made him sit down on
his casthor?” g

“Ha! ha! I do—I do! That was a hard
day. An’ do you mind the day we tied
him to the stanchion in the school
gavel? Another wild day.”

“I mind that. An’ I mind the day he
made you mount me on your back till
he’d flog me for br'akin’ in Donal
O'Donneil’'s doore.”

“I mind that, Myles, as if it was yes-
terday, Bekase I was so long he
thought he’'d make me useful in some
way. He ealled me  his assistant
taicher, bekase on my back he flogged
larnin and manners inter me. An’ do
you mind, Myleg, the day you an’ me
fought an’' malavogued each other at

mother counted the praties when she
was puttin’ them in the pot?”

“Ha! ha! ha! Upon my soul, 1 do hat,
Jaimie. What -a throuncin® match it
was. I always thought meself a purty

¥ and repeated | snatched with him the little flag and

boxer. but that day, Jaimie, you went

drove him dazed and staggering onto,

ing run down by a cab, but did not |

shouting back at him, shaking his fist |

and he disappeared into Fourth avenue |
leaving Myles Maguire still standing |

flag again and was proceeding with his |

I caught |

his hands,” and he |

He told how |

and tom-fools.” |

!
the Lazy Bush bekase I sayed your‘@

In the silence and obscurity of
grove both @offed coat and vest, tied
their suspenders round their waists and
rolled up their sleeves, just as they
| had done forty years before, under the
Lazy Bush. They squared up at each
other.
| ‘“Jaimis,” said Myles, “I don't like to
ist_h}'xke ve in cowl’ blood. Please to ag-
| girivate me.”
“All right, Myles. Used n't yer poor
| mother (God rest her!) count the prai-
1txets’”vivhen she’d be puttin’ them in the

“Ye lie, ye scoundhril!” yelled Myles,
Venomously, and he emphasized the
remark by a terrific blow on Long
Jaimie's stomach.

counter was in progress. Myvles found
he had not forgotten a certain set of
ﬂ_w thumb-knuckle which, digging into
his antagonist, used te deal dam
in the after school fights- and made
him an object of admiration, respect
and even awe, amongst his comrades.
On the other hand, Jaimie made good
use of the swinging sledge
stroke that half a centu

cultivated and made a “or
five minutes they pit« into each
other with hearty good will. They
were once more boxing beneath the
Lazy Rush, with couraging com-
rades about them: and they did "t

care whether Masther Muldoon
them or not, for t} were fighting for
glory, and absorbed in the dream of it.

But Long Jaimie Ha ey was not
as young as he used to nor his
{ wind as good. After five minutes he
was pufiing hard; and then a timely
| and happily-placed punch of M
put in the neighborhood of J: s
gastronomic machi did him up.
He sat down hurrie and, when he

he gasped ou
M

|
i —euon—nogh!™
i To tell was not sorry.
' Still, he had a duiy to perform.

| “Jaimie,” said he, as he stood over

the |

In an instant a hot and fierce en- |

! to come, please

{ rest him!)"”

Nat

Delinquent Assessment
MINING
, Sa al

his victim, “did me poor mother count
the praties goin' intil the pot?”

“She—didnt—Myles.” .

“Jaimie, who's the liar—me or you?”

“Im the liar, Myles.”

“An’, Jaimie, who axed for
that day under the Lazy Bush?"

This one gave poor Jaimie. length-
aned pause. |

“I say again, Jaimié, who?" Mpyles
had the awe-inspiring knuckle scientifi- | ¥
caily set. '

Jaimie saw the knuckle, and he said:

“It was me axed for ° " Myles, |
me.”” And he added, quizingl
“Though Im rammed if I beueve it

“Thkat's all right, Jaimi give us
grip of yer fist. So long as ye
in to the truth, ye're free
what plaises ye.”

They shook hands
helped up his falle
helped to dress and
other; and then they v
picnic party, spent a most j
ing," and went home mellow,
happy.

Mo young Donoch Mac
clamp Upper, Meenad
ty of Tyrone, and I
Gavigan, next day.
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past,” the letter

will not find =
this summer {«
hill flames as ye y
as it used to do, and
as plenty as ever in t
back of Phelim MecGinley's

At many subsequent
parades, Myles Magui
(sometimes) was a
spicuous—if not unsteady—

Myles Maguir
again for ma
filled one Corpus C
the old apel
MacAteer of the

len, her bowed
trembling as s
* she wl

calls me, now
an’ reward

“Whisht!
My
But the biz

woman!”
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© NEW FABRICS!

CLOAK DEPARTMENT.
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Comprises everything that is desirable from all
the Best Makers. This season’s productions
are rich in

¢ “Pebble Cheviot”
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9 Tailor Made Suits,
Jackets & Separate Skirts.
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NEW WEAVES!!

NEW STYLES!!!
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The Covert,

L\

The Vicuna,

%
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The Venetian,

The Camelsha.ir,

The Homespun, etc.

. = = v A . <
Applique, Accordeon Plaiting Tailor Stitching, Silk and Satin Banding,
Fringing and Tucking are the present predominating embellishments
dressy effects in Suits and Skirts.

'- The plain strictly tailor=d effects are a'so prevalent in this spring’s

showing. Ladies”, you are cordially invited to call and look over our

BEAUTIFUL SPRING LINES.

Prices are the Lowest.

Z.C. M. L.
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Is one of the new weaves that wins the admira- :Z‘ e
tion of all who see it. It has BEAUTY AND 3
DURABILITY COMBINED. @
. ‘n
b 4 ’g‘ :
Chen Chere’s
The Broadcloth, | IN ALL THE NEW SHADES )

Of Browns, Tans, French Gray

SO\
—

Oxfords, Greens, Castors, Navi gj

and Black, made up n the Doub!z %) %

and Single Breasted Etons, “The é\ :

Spade Front Effect,” and “The M

Close Fitting,” “The Fly Front.” 3] &
=
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“The French Back,” “The Rag-
lan,” etc., styles that are charminz-
ly becoming and particularly adar:-
able to all figures alike.

. D Dt My Mt D
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Fit Guaranteed, Satisfaction Sure.
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T. G. Webber. Supt.
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